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THE LAST GREAT AMERICAN HOBO 


In 1928, as a teenage lark, 
a boy hopped a freight train. 
When the hard times of the Great 
Depression arrived, he rode the 
rails in search of work and earned 
his hobo moniker, Montana 
Blackie. 

Sixty years later, Blackie 
was still on the rails, possibly the 
last active Depression-era hobo. 
The world, however, had turned 
against the hobo. With the arrival 
of the 1980s, Blackie was caught 
up in the marching army of the 
new homeless. As cities all over 
America cracked down, he was 
chased by police he found to be 
far meaner than those he had en- 
countered in the desperate days of 
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the 1930 s. 


In the summer of 1989, he 
arrived tired and hounded on the 
shore of the Sacramento River 
near California s capital. There, 
deep in the brush, he built one of 

— his finest camps, 

reminiscent of a 
1930 s Hoover- 
ville. His hut 
was not unlike 

a castle, com- 
plete with a 
hinged door, bed, 
table (a giant 
utility spool 
turned side- 
ways), porch, 
outhouse, oven 
and water cooler. It seemed odd 
that he made such a grand house 
when he could lose it at any time. 

The Last Great American 
Hobo is a moving account of a 
man out of time and place as he 
struggled in a world that had 
turned against him. Michael 
Williamson and Dale Maharidge, 
who have collaborated over the 
last decade to photograph and 
write about the downtrodden, 
have produced in this book their 
mostintimate and revealing story 
yet. The two men spent three 
seasons with Blackie. In the first 
quiet months, Blackie revealed 
the old ways and the hobo code. 
Unlike most younger hobos, 
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Blackie lived by this genteel code, 
as did some of his close friends. 

Then came dark and 
troubling times - the police raided 
the camp, and Blackie had no- 
where left to run. 

The Last Great American 
Hobo is a moving photographic 
record and essay of Blackie s 
fight to defend his camp. 


A must read for those 
that are interested in Hobo life.... 
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THE ART WORLD 

I propose that one of the goals of OHNS should be to get hobo nickels accepted by the art world asa 
distinct form of folk or tramp art. At present the art world seems to be unaware of the existence of hobo tickels 
as works of art. This may be due either to their ignorance of hobo nickels, or a conscious choice to ignore them. 
I think it is more the latter than the former. They may be avoiding acknowledgment of hobo nickels for one of 
these reasons: 1) They don t have any or cannot obtain them through their normal channels. 2) They do not have 
enough understanding of what they are and who made them. Or 3) they do not have the experience to differenti- 
ate the old coin alterations from ones being made today. 

We should start with the museums and societies devoted to folk and tramp art. If any OHNS members 
know any inside contacts in the folk art world, or would like to be on an OHNS committee to carry out this goal, 
please let me know. 

Now that there are books covering hobo nickels, our task may be a little easiet, Re-read Jeff Daniher § 
article in the last issue of Bo Tales on the economics of hobo nickels. Now imagine the potential increase in the 
value of hobo nickels if they were formally acknowledged by the art world, with an influx of hundreds or thou- 
sands of potential new collectors, 


LONG BEACH OHNS MEETINGS 

OHNS members in Southern California or those traveling to attend the Long Beach coin expos (held three 
times a year) should attend our OHNS meeting to be held on Saturday at 2PM (next meeting Sept. 28th). Member 
Rollie Taylor helped out at the June meeting - see his write-up in this issue. 


FUN SHOW FROLICS 

This coming January s FUN show is shaping up to be an exciting event! Again, Rollie is helping out 
(along with his dad, our Vice President Archie Taylor). He is arranging for several prominent and outstanding 
hobo nickel artists to be on hand at our OHNS table on the bourse floor, to demonstrate the art of carving hobo 
nickels. 

And after our General Meeting and Auction, Rollie will set up, in the back of our meeting room, an 
afternoon mini-bourse of hobo nickel activity. Inexpensive hobo nickels will be available from the artists present, 
as well as better modern carvings, and old hobo nickels. All members may participate in this informal bourse - to 
buy, sell, and swap all types of hobo nickels, old or modern. 

The OHNS Hobo Nickel Auction is shaping up nicely, with 64 lots consigned as of mid-July. Included 
are many great pieces by Bo, Bert, and Howard Hughes. There is still time to consign or donate specimens: see 
the announcement in this issue. 


DON T BE A COPY CAT 

Since the publication of our OHNS Hobo Nickel Guidebook, some current hobo nickel artists are copying 
the designs of some old hobo nickels illustrated in the book. This parallels what happened after Del Romines 
articles and first hobo nickel book were published 20 years ago. The artists copying the old nickels should 
beware that history may not reflect too kindly on them, 

Im currently reading a book on Renaissance Portrait Medals (of the late 1400s and 1500s). In it, 
current art critics are diminishing the significance of Renaissance artists who copied the styles and designs of 
other artists of their time, stressing their lack of originality and creativity, 

So attention modern hobo nickel carvers - don t let this same fate befall you. Consider concentrating on 
new and original designs and subjects for your hobo nickels. And sign and date them. The artists who created 
unsigned Renaissance medals now have to be guessed, or remain unknown. So get credit for your works by 
signing them. 

Until next time, happy collecting! 

Steve The Big One Alpert 
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RAILROAD ROMANCE 


by Sue Lily White 


Supper was served 
promptly at 6:30p.m. Grace was 
said over the hearty meal mother 
had conjured up. Tonight s 
supper was no more remarkable 
than any other week night meal. 
It consisted of meatloaf and 
mashed potatoes, although the 
meat loaf contained more bread 
and oatmeal than meat. Mother s 
culinary skills worked magic and 
everything was hot and tasty. Life 
was good, considering the eco- 
nomic situation of the times. The 
family kept a large garden, a cow 
for milk and butter and cottage 
cheese. They traded produce and 
milk for eggs and the Sunday 
chicken. The oldest three children 
were grown and either married or 
in college. The youngest, Elaine, 
was in her last year of high 
school. 

Right after dessert Elaine 
asked Mother if she could be 
excused from the table. Yes, go 
wave at your train mother said, 
But don t be long, there are 
dishes to wash. Elaine promised 
to be back in ajiff then she 
raced out the front door. She 
made it to the knoll just in time 
and waved to the friendly engi- 
neer who tooted the train whistle 
and waved back. As soon as the 
engine had passed, Elaine turned 
back to the house and had no 
sooner come through the front 
door, when a knocking was heard 
at the back door. Do you think 
it s him again? Elaine asked 
excitedly. Then, I ll get the 
door, she gushed. Y ou will 


not, commanded mother Espe- 
cially if it IS him again. The 
him in question was an itinerant 
handyman, also known as a hobo. 
He was a young man, fresh out of 
high school. He had joined many 
of his brethren, riding in freight 
cars, to find work and food along 
the railroad routes. 

Mother asked father if he 
could think of any work that 
needed to be done. Father mused 
for a moment and said the cow 
stall could use a mucking out and 
fresh hay. Mother proceeded to 
the back door and opened it. Sure 
enough standing before her was a 
young man about 18 holding his 
cap in his hand. Sure smells 
good in there ma am, I wonder if 
you have a bit of work I can do in 
exchange fora meal? Mother 
told him about the cow stall and 
said after he d finished, she would 
have a meal ready for him in the 
kitchen. Thank you ma am he 
said and turned toward the barn to 
get started. When mother re- 
turned to the kitchen, she was met 
by the inquiring eyes of her 
youngest daughter. Yes, it was 
him, but don t get any funny 
ideas, 16 is much too young to be 
interested in boys, especially 

hobo boys. 

It had become a common 
occurrence for young men to ride 
the rails. Work was scarce and 
what there was went to the older 
men with families. These young 
men were not bums. They were 
hobos, and in their minds.there 
was a big difference between the 


two designations. A hobo was 
just down on his luck, usually 
young, some right out of high 
school. They were willing to 
work for their needs. Some of 
them were accomplished artists 
who engraved buffalo nickels into 
works of art. The buffalo nickel 
had a buffalo on one side and an 
Indian on the other. They would 
use penknives or nails and change 
the Indian head into hobo faces or 
clowns, self portraits or images of 
friends. Some hobo artists were 
stick whittlers. Most of what they 
whittled were objects that con- 
tained ball-in-the-cage or 
chains. They would use their 
artwork to give as gifts to friends, 
to barter for food or to exchange 
for money. 

A bum, on the other hand, 
was usually a person who didn t 
want to work. Many were drunks. 
Often they stole money for food 
and liquor or panhandled on the 
streets. The young man, who 
came to the back door, was 
definitely in the former category. 
He worked for what he got and 
was hopeful of getting into the 
University of New Hampshire as 
soon as he got a break and some 
money. In the meantime, he rode 
the rails between Boston, Massa- 
chusetts and Portland, Maine. 
The B and M track ran behind the 
barn of the house where he found 
himself this night. He always 
made it a point to stop here. The 
food was good, and the people 
were nice, and the-youngest 
daughter had sort of 

(continued on page 3) 
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(Railroad Romance continued from 
page 2) 

caught his eye. Of course he 
wouldn t speak to her, until he 
had improved his station in life. 
He knew about her because she 
waved to the 7p.m. freight every 
night. The engineer tooted the 
whistle and waved back. He 
noticed her beautiful smile and an 
infectious enthusiasm. This 
evening, the same as the rest, she 
had been on the knoll waving. He 
liked to pretend she was waving at 
him, but they had not even spoken 
to each other. When he came to 
the back door, it was always her 
mother who answered. When he 
ate his meal in the kitchen, she 
was shooed upstairs, She had 
stolen glances at him and one time 
he was sure he had seen her wink. 
Her mother s watchful eyes were 
everywhere. The kitchen had too 
many cast iron frying pans close 
at hand for him to dare and break 
any rules of decorum. Besides, 
this was the best place along the 
whole B and M route to get a 
good meal. 

The months passed and a 
routine was established. The 
hobo would stop every week or so 
and Elaine would wave at the 
train each night at 7p.m. 

Then came Elaine s 
graduation from high school and 
all the pomp and circumstances 
surrounding that event. But still 
she stood on the knoll each 
evening and waved to her train. 
She was accepted to the Univer- 
sity of NH. The day she found 
out, she made a big sign saying 

Going to UNH in the fall and 
held it when she stood on the 
knoll that night. The engineer 


tooted the whistle extra long and 
waved heartily. The night before 
she left for the University, she 
made another sign that said See 
you at semester break . 

The hobo hadn t been to 
the back door for a long time. 
Elaine had wondered about that, 
but times were getting better and 
more people were finding jobs. 
Maybe he was one of them. 

This was such an exciting 
time for her. University was a big 
adventure. It was her first time 
away from home. So with much 
excitement and a small amount of 
trepidation, she started her life as 
a university student. The first 
days on campus were hectic, 
getting settled into her dorm, 
finding her classes, meeting new 
dorm mates and last but not least, 
finding the dining room. She was 
famished and entered the cafeteria 
so hungry she felt sure she would 
have no problem overcoming the 
horrible stories she d heard about 
the food. She pushed her tray 
down the counter rail and helped 
herself to a salad and some bread. 
When she got to the entrees, she 
almost dropped her tray. Standing 
behind the counter, handing out 
scoops of macaroni and cheese 
was the hobo who use to eat in her 
mother s kitchen. What are you 
doing here? she asked. Im 
working my way through school, 
he replied. How strange she 
said. We used to feed you and 
now you re feeding me. How did 
you wind up here? He asked if 
he could meet her after supper in 
the student union. He would 
explain then. They agreed on a 
time and Elaine found a table and 
ate her meal. She couldn t eat 
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very much because her stomach 
was full of butterflies. 

She found her way to the 
student union and a quiet table in 
the back of the room. It wasn t 
long before she saw him in the 
doorway. He caught her eye and 
smiled as he walked to the table 
and sat down. After some initial 
conversation, be began to explain. 
I was inside a freight car the day 
you stood on the knoll with your 
sign saying you were coming 
here. I decided, then and there, it 
was time for me to get on with my 
life. I was raised in the mountains 
of NH and really missed my 
home. In fact my name is Archie 
but my railroad friends call me 
The Mountain Hobo . My folks 
own an Inn and business has 
picked up so I spent the summer 
working for them and saving my 
money for tuition and books. I 
had already been accepted and 
was waiting to get enough money 
together to come here. I knew I 
wanted to be near you and also 
close to the mountains. This was 
the perfect solution for me. How 
about you? III let you know on 
our first date, she teased. 

One date led to another 
and after an appropriate interval 
of courting, they became engaged. 
The date was set for June. Money 
was a little short, so in lieu of the 
traditional diamond ring, he gave 
her a hobo nickel. He trans- 
formed the Indian head into the 
profile of a bride. (The diamond 
came along eventually but never 
seemed as precious to Elaine as 
her Indian head bride.) 

The day of the wedding 
was fast approaching. There was 

(continued on page 4) 
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(Railroad Romance continued from 
page 3) 

a whirlwind of bridal showers, 
family dinners to meet the in-laws 
and the sewing of gowns. (In- 
cluding a spring green flower girl 
dress for her niece.) Cakes were 
baked and flowers were arranged. 

At last there was only one 
more important thing to do. The 
night before the wedding, Elaine 
put on her bridal gown and veil 
and went out to the knoll. Pre- 
cisely at.7p.m., the B and M 
freight came down the track. 
When the engineer saw the beau- 
tiful young woman waving and 
smiling at him he pulled the 
whistle for a long singing call. 
Then he waved and waved and 
blew her a kiss. 

The next day Elaine and 
Archie were married. 

Over 50 years of marriage 
have past. There is no railroad 
behind the house. No hoboes 
come to the back door. There are 
sweet memories of the past and 
pleasant expectations for the 
future. There is a special nickel in 
Elaine s jewelry box. They have 
three sons, 6 grandchildren and 2 
great grandchildren. The years 
have produced many changes but 
he will always be her Mountain 
Hobo and she will always be his 

beautiful girl on the knoll . 


This is only this Editor s opinion, 
but I believe that this story 
should go down in the history of 
hobo nickels. Very well written 
and a great, great story. Thank 
you so very much Lily .......000 


An Emmett Kelly 


Verne R. Walrafen 


OK....OK.... I have wan- 
dered pretty far afield from Ron 
Landis and the Gallery Mint 
Museum AGAIN! Perhaps I 
should change the name of this 
eclectic collection of esoteric 
numismatic subjects to Vernes 
Numismatic ScrapBook. 

Steve told me this week 
about his wonderful carving that 
he created for a customer. Glad 
you like the carving Verne. It was 
inspired by an Emmett Kelly 
character. You could say I spent 
the weekend clowning around. I 
would love to show the eBay 
crowd something like this, but the 
market wouldn t support a carving 
that takes several or more days. I 
don t know if the scan shows it, 
but this one is really deep. He 
looks right back at you, as if he 
has something to say. There may 
not be words, but the expression 
says it all. Hate to see this one 
go, Heidi likes it too. She says it 
has a certain charm. I have some 
more interesting work in process. 
Eventually it will all be on the 
website: Link: SGA Sculpture 
Engraving, Link: Steve s Hobo 
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Nickels and Link: Hobo Gallery... 
and, yes, there are several more 


portraits coming. Steven G. 
Adams 

This is one of those times 
when I really wish I was indepen- 
dently wealthy! I am totally 
blown away by the genius evident 
in this carving. My corresponding 
friend and nickel carver Clifford 
Kraft is likewise impressed as you 
can tell from his comments: 

They do not get any nicer than 
this, the only way I would enjoy it 
more, is if I had done it. I could 
sit and look at it all day. I don t 
think people appreciate the work- 
manship that goes with something 
like this. It is truly beautiful. I 
am just sitting and looking at this 
coin. You can have the art and 
engraving education, the experi- 
ence, talent, and everything that 
goes with it, but if you don t have 
pride in what you do, you don t 
have a chance of even coming 
close to this. I guess what I am 
trying to say is that even Steve 
couldn t do work like this, with- 
out pride in what he does. Where 
can the man go from here? 

Cliff has pretty much said 
it all. No need for me to ramble 
on and on effervescing about this 
stunning carving. 


Editors Note; For those of you 
that have PC s you really should 
take a look at; www.Gallery Mint 
Museum Scrapbook...if you 
haven t already. Make sure you 
have plenty of time if you want to 
look through it all. Otherwise 
you may want to just look at the 
hobo carvings and stories that 
AVE thr e......0.0000 
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When I first started carv- 
ing hobo nickels, I used the 
suggestions shown on Arthur 
Hutchison s and Sam Alfano s 
websites. This involved using 
homemade gravers to carve the 
nickel and a block of wood with 
hot melt glue to hold the coin in 
place. I found this method to 
work pretty well, but I have since 
learned the benefits of using 
engraver s chisels to carve anda 
lathe chuck to hold my work in 
place. There is, however some- 
thing I still use 
from my first 
ventures into 
nickel carving - 
hot melt glue. 
Why you ask? 
Well, I Il tell 


(First Carving) 


you. 
When I 
was still using 
the gravers, 
glue, and ply- 
wood to carve, 
T used to pop 
the finished coin off of the base 
with a small screwdriver. I 
thought the image left in the glue 
was interesting, but saw no use 
for it. Then one day I popped up 
a coin I had glued carved side 
down and a little light bulb lit up. 
I could make molds of my coins. 
Now after I carve a new 
coin, | make a mold. Instead of 
using plywood, I put the hot melt 
glue on a piece of masking tape, 
then press the coin into the glue. 
When it cools, I lift the tape, pop 


(Second Carving) 


Casting Call 


by 
Joe Paonessa 


(Hot Glue Mold) 


off the glue and peel out the coin. 
Viola, a hobo nickel casting. 
. So far I 
have used 


water based 
wood puttys 
for my cast- 
ings, but I see 
no reason why 


(Original Carving 


resins or other 
casting com- [7 
pounds could 
not be used, al- 
though you 
may need to 
use a mold re- 
lease spray first. One word of 
caution, however. The hot melt 
glue often removes the dirt and 
debris stuck to the coin, then 
transfers it to the first casting. 
This could be a problem on old 
carved hobos where this material 
is an indicator of originality. If 
you try this at home, PLEASE try 
it on a lesser valued, similarly 
aged piece first. 

One last lesson learned 
from my five year old. If you 
make a mold out of play dough 


(Casting of Carving) 


and let it dry, 
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you end up with an 
80% reverse copy of your nickel. 
This is a perfect size for making a 
positive hobo impression in more 
play dough, or on a wax seal for a 
letter. Now that you know how to 
do it, go ahead and try it. It s a lot 
of fun playing with money! 


cay 


— 


donated by J. Kimzie Cowart 


An engineer had been running 
for some time when orders came through 
that all engineers had to pass an intelli- 
gence test. This one was not very bright 
and was afraid that he would fail the test, 
so he convinced the examiner that he 
would do better if he took the test on 
Sunday. I have a family to support. I d 
lose the day s pay. I can t afford it, and 
it would upset me so that I d never pass 
the test. Let me take it on Sunday, and I 
know I can do better. 

At last the examiner was 
convinced and gave the test on Sunday. 

This test, said he, is only one ques- 
tion. You are running a train from 
Rouses Point to Albany, stopping at 
Saratoga. Tell me where you would 
stop, sidetrack, and so forth, for other 
trains, signals, etc. 

The engineer answered quickly, 

Id stop at Saratoga and Albany. 

The examiner yelled, Why, 
man, that s ridiculous! You d have seven 
accidents. You d never make it. I never 
heard anything so foolish! 

The engineer said, You said 
I m running this train today, didn t you? 

Yes. 
Well, today is Sunday and 
them other trains aren t runnin . 
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WHAT DO YOU DOIF...? _— 


by Rollie 


the FUN Show...... 
Vicky Martin was pre- 
sented with a double carved Hobo 
. _ i Nickel, donated by Mike Pezak 
; ee 1 (picture below). She was hooked 
, : ; when the presentation was over. 
a i oe oe | I would like to thank Steve 
= - Alpert and Mike Pezak for mak- 
ing the meeting something to 
remember. With their time and 
efforts for providing everyone 
attending with a remembrance of 
= California, 
— AND HOBO NICKELS............. 

What do you do if.....you SS Sa 
happen to be in Long Beach i : 
California and the OHNS is a 
having a meeting? Of course you 
take a couple of hours of your day lege 
and get to meet the president, 
Steve Alpert, and see some fine 
slides of hobo nickels. That is 
what this writer did in June of this 
year when he went to meet the 
hobo nickel guy and see Califor- 
nia, for the real thing that is.... 

The OHNS has a meeting ; > 
every year, says Prez Steve, and 
this year we had a large turnout Four New Members 
for the West Coast. 12 hardy 
souls watched some of the best 
pictures available of the Bo s and 
Bert s of the past and some of the 
newer creations of Hobos. Many 
thanks to Bill Fivaz for his fine 
collection of slides. 

A great lesson in grading 
the coins followed the presenta- 
tion and everyone there went out 
with a free hobo nickel, thanks to 
Mike Pezak the hobo nickel guy. 

Our president gave a pre- 
view of the auction in Orlando at 


ai 


i 
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Typical Hobo Kitchens 


by J. Kimzxie Spike Cowart 
RM-186 


In the literature I have not found a lot of information about a 
Hobo jungle. I recently came across this photo that I interpret as 
depicting a somewhat permanent Hobo camp-possibly wintering in 
Florida. 

The shelter is built out of corrugated tin and one corner post is a 
pine tree. The Hobo has a permanent cooking area with a grill and his 

Pantry is made from what appears to be fruit containers. The reason 
I feel this is somewhat of a permanent camp is because it is well 
stocked. There is a container of Quaker Oatmeal, a two-pound can of 
Schillings coffee, a can of tuna fish, a container of Clabber Girl Baking 
Powder, Karo syrup, matches, talcum powder and what appears to be a 
can of multi-purpose oil. The other cans of coffee were used as storage 
for commodities to keep them dry. His dishes and flatware are also 
stocked. 

There are three unusual items in the photograph; one is mail in 
the lower right hand corner of the box, a scale used to determine the 
size of an egg (small, medium, large) and an egg beater. At best this 
may be a temporary shelter of a typical Hobo. 


eBay 

John 
Carters 
Sonny 
and Me 
8/8/02 
$27.88 


i 
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Hobo Camp that Spike refers to 


Spike, I hope you don t mind if I 
used a picture that I had to add to 
your article a little bit. All of you 
out there need to start checking 
out our library books so that you 
can see things like this and learn 
more about our Hobo s way of 


life. 


etait 
On the Witness Stand 


Communicated by Nathan Frankel, New 
York City, October 5, 1953 


A railroad switchman was a 
witness in an accident case arising out of 
a head-on collision. While on the stand, 
he described how he saw two trains 
bearing down on each other on the same 
track at a terrific clip. 

One of the lawyers asked him; 

What went through your mind when 
you saw this? 

The switchman drawled, This 
is one helluva way to run a railroad! 
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INTRODUCING BIG EAR 


At the bottom of page 23 in the OHNS 
Hobo Nickel Guidebook you will see the 1914 hobo 
nickel illustrated here. It is one of my favorite hobo 
nickels in my collection. Recently, another similar 


i 

hobo nickel by the same" Wm artist was sub- 
mitted for OHNS Quality Designation (the 1913 
piece illustrated here). Plus I saw a third example 
in a coin dealer s display case at a coin show this 


(ae 


ae 
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HOBO HODGEPODGE 


by Stephen P. Alpert 
LM-10 


_ HOBO CONVENTION POSTAL COVERS 
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year (very similar to my 1914 nickel). 

So this unknown artist needs a nickname, 
and I have chosen Big Ear based on the prominent 
large ear he carved on his hobo nickels. The ear has 
a nice outer ridge, a lobe at the bottom, and nice 
internal ridges. [Please note that other old hobo 
nickels with big ears should not be attributed to Big 
Ear unless most of the other characteristics de- 
scribed below are present. ] 

The diagnostic characteristics for identifying 
hobo nickels made by Big Ear are: 1) The distinc- 
tive big ear as described above. 2) A shallow derby 
hat placed high up on the head. The narrow raised 
brim is above the ear, and has pointy wrap-around 
ends. The front end points to B of Liberty. 3) The 
hat has a plain hat band with a nice simple bow. 4) 
A distinctive hair style consisting of short furrows or 
wrinkly grooves, also used to form the mustache and 
short beard. 5) There are many altered facial fea- 
tures, carved eyebrow, crow s feet behind eye, 
wrinkles on cheek, and an enlarged nostril. 6) The 
profile is altered (nose, mouth, lips). 7) A simple 
plain two-part collar: an upper narrower collar atop a 
wider lower collar. 8) The shoulder and date area is 
unaltered. 9) The field is nicely dressed. 10) Totally 
carved, on an early date buffalo nickel. 


OMO THE HOBO 


At a local flea market earlier this year I 
bought, for $2.00, the illustrated (on page 9) 45RPM 
vinyl record by Omo the Hobo. Omo is pictured 
on the slip cover, taking a bath in a wooden tub. A 
search on the Internet for Omo the Hobo didn t turn 
up much, other than his real name is Wellman W. 
Omohundro and that he recorded a series of adult 
party records in the 1960 s. If he was a true hobo, I 
don t know. 


(continued on page 9) 
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| necono sas 2 nage) : 


The second cover is for the 54th Annual 
Convention of Hoboes of America, in June 1962 in 
Tonawanda, N.Y. A loafing well-fed hobo is pic- 
tured on the cachet. Many different hobo organiza- 


tions had conventions, so many more such covers 
probably exist. 


Future Worlds Largest 
Hobo Nickel? 


i ONLY 


uo sina — TELLS JOKES| 


| 


An interesting collection can be assembled of 
hobo convention postal covers, but they are hard to 
find. The two illustrated here I bought on eBay 
earlier this year. One is for the 52nd annual Hobo 
Jamborie held in June 1960 in the unlikely loca- 
tion of Fairbanks, Alaska (could you get there by 
train?). This was for Jeff Davis organization. 


RETURRE: == 
fox 101 — Station “B™ 
CINCINNATI 22, OFC 


“hie is ce giant aluminum buffalo gickel’ 
replica (over five inches) which Steve Adams has 
volunteered to turn into a hobo nickel. It will be 
donated to the January 2003 auction, and should be 
the world s largest hobo nickel 


¥ 
KNIGHTS OF THE ROAD 
AIR AND 7 SEAS 


bets Steve Alpert 


— eBay 

“HOBOES OF AMERIKA Steve Adams 
8/18/02 
$707.17 


JUME 25h - 30th, 1462 


TONAWANDA, WL ¥. 
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A CSX freight train crawls 
through Orlando s Church Street 
Station, and 19 year-old John 
Snyder eyes it like an addict who 
has just spotted a free fix. 


Everyone around the train 
is standing still except Snyder, 
who starts chasing the south- 
bound locomotive. He sticks out 
an arm, grabs a ladder and pulls 
himself aboard - the graceless 
leap of a train hopper. 

For Snyder and what rail 
enthusiasts say is a growing 
contingent of young freight-train 
riders, this is life: Hanging out in 
whatever city or town the tracks 
take them to, bumming for spare 
change, diving into garbage bins 
if they get too hungry. When 
they re ready to move on, they 
catch out aboard a slow-rolling 


TODAY S HOBOES HIT WEB, THEN HOP TRAIN — 


ADVENTURE AND DANGER STILL DRAW YOUTHS TO RIDE THE RAILS 


January 20,2002 Metro Editon Orlando Sentinel as written by Anthony Colarossi, Sentinel Staff Writer 
Submitted by Len M. Buth - London, Ontario, Canada - RM 517 


freight train. 
It s free. And it s safer 

than hitchhiking, Snyder says. 

It s almost like an addiction. 

While Snyder speaks of a 


romantic and liberating life on the 
rails, he confronts almost constant 
danger when he s riding. There 
are thieves, train gangs, angry 
railroad police called bulls - 
and, of course, the ever-present 
peril of being sliced in half by the 
steel wheel of a 130-ton train car. 

In all, 463 people were 
killed in the United States while 
trespassing on trains or on rail- 
road property in 2000. Twenty- 
nine died in Florida. 

But Snyder dismisses the 
dangers as threats to the inexperi- 
enced and uninformed. He calls 
himself a new-age hobo, part of 
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a subculture that now uses the 
Internet to plan journeys, post 
warnings about train-yard access 
and suggest scenic routes. 

The link to the world of 
train-hopping comes from logging 
onto computers in the public 
library wherever he happens to be 
and surfing the Web for a collec- 
tion of sites and e-mail lists that 
loosely link these wanderers. 

He logs onto one site that 
features grisly pictures of train- 
hoppers who didn t make it. It s 
impossible to say how many 
hoboes and train-hoppers are 
riding the 173,000 miles of 
railroad in North America. Esti- 
mates range from 2,000 to 20,000, 
with growing numbers of Web- 
savvy kids taking to the rails. 


(continued on page 11) 
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(Today s Hobos continued from page 
10) 
HOBOS LIKE TO LIE LOW 


But no one is keeping 
count. Hobos often keep a low 
profile, fearing attention will 
make it harder for them to travel. 
And railroad officials don t like to 
talk about train-hopping - except 
to call the practice deadly. 

And it is. 

Florida ranked fourth in 
the nation for the number of 
railroad-trespassing deaths and 
fifth in injuries during 2000, 
according to Federal Railroad 
Administration records. Those 
casualties include many who rode 
trains illegally. The 29 Florida 
deaths in 2000 were the most 
recorded in the state since before 
1997, 

Nationwide, as many as 
533 people are killed trespassing 
on trains or railroad property 
every year. It is the leading cause 
of rairoad deaths: 

There s nothing romantic 
about hopping a train. It s ille- 
gal, says Susan Keegan, a spokes 
woman for CSX Transportaion in 
Jacksonville. It s not advisable 
for the human body to try to 
tangle with steel. It won t win. 

In recent years, there has 
been a slight increase in trespasser 
casualties, says the Railroad 
Administration s Warren Flatau. 

The country s largest 
freight-train operation, Union 
Pacific Railroad, has reported 
increases in trespasser arrests 
during a four-year period. The 
railroad made 6,679 such arrests 
in 1997. Last year, it made 8,818. 

The railroad also came 


across another 38,280 trespassers 
it didn t arrest last year. The 
railroad usually arests people 
found breaking into rail cars or 
vandalizing property but often 
gives just a warning to train- 
hoppers looking for a ride. 

It drives us crazy, Union 
Pacific s John Bromley says. 
We re working harder to keep 
them off. 


MANY YOUTHS ON THE 
RAILS 


Snyder, who has been 
train-hopping for a year, says he 
runs into many young, disenfran- 
chised squatters and gutter 
punks riding the rails in the cities 
he has visited. Some are running. 
Some are lost. Some don t fit in 
anywhere else. 

Some, like Snyder, say 
they love the rush of the ride- and 
consider life on the rails better 
than what they left behind. 

Like most transients, 
Snyder and his past are hard to 
document. He carries no indent- 
ification. He has no driver s 
license. Yet he speaks freely of a 
short, desperate life spent in 
Readuing, Pa., and later Reno, 
Nev. - one he says was marred by 
physical neglect, abuse and, later 
on, serious drug use. 

I always hung around 
with the wrong crowd, he says. 

I did a lot of drugs. Anything 
anyone had, I d do it. 

He dressed like a punk 
rocker and dropped out of the 
mainstream. 

I always liked being 
different from people, he says. 

I felt I was dif ferent from people 
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because of what I ve been 
through. 

A drug-related debt and 
some threats of physical violence 
forced him to leave Nevada, he 
says. That was more than a year 
ago. And that s about the time 
that a friend of his named Andrea 
showed him how to hop trains. 

I love her, he says of 
Andrea, although he no longer 
travels with her. She took me on 
my first train ride. 

He hopped out of Elko, 
Nev., and has been all over the 
country since then. One day in 
early January, he hopped off a 
train and landed in Orlando. 

Im not really running 
from anything, he says. Butit s 
hard for me to trust people. 


BOXCARS A WIDE-SCREEN 
TV 


He enjoys partying in new 
towns and running into other 
train-hoppers and hobos. But 
most of all, Snyder enjoys the 
views. Of all the places he has 
seen, Oregon is the most scenic to 
travel by freight train, he says. 

Hobos call a boxcar a 
wide-screen TV, says Snyder , 
dressed in a dusty pair of black 
overalls and layers of sweatshirts 
and jackets. I just like traveling. 
That s why I do it. 

Snyder is a full-time train- 
hopper, but he knows of people 
who pay $200 to ride the rails 
with someone experienced and 
college students who train-hop on 
summer breaks. 

A different sort of snow- 
bird, Snyder traveled south to 

(continued on page 12) 
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(Today s Hobos continued from page 
Il) 


escape the cold. He didn t like 
Jacksonville, home to CSX, the 
largest rail line in the East - he 
was arrested there - or Tallahassee 
or Tampa. But he found some 
homeless friends in Orlando and 
decided to stay a few days before 
he hopped a train again last week. 

When you make friends 
in a place, it s easier to stay, he 
says. It s hard to find good 
friends in the streets. 


IT S LIKE A TOTAL RUSH 


Paul Johnson, 29, one of 
those friends, says he also hopped 
trains before getting married five 
years ago. He would love to hop 
again but won t because of his 
wife. Still, he says he understands 
Snyder s fascination with the 
lifestyle. 

It s like a drug, Johnson 
says. It s like a total rush. I did 
it without getting killed. 

Despite efforts by the 
Railroad Administration and 
others to warn people about the 
dangers of train-hopping, the 
people who regularly use freight 
trains to travel don t seem to pay 
much attention. 

The train-hopping sub- 
culture population is of course 
difficult to reach with public- 
safety messages, the Railroad 
Administration s Flatau says. 

It s somehing that s still unfortu- 
nately glamorized. But this is still 
a pervasive problem. 


3 TYPES OF TRAIN RIDERS 


Union Pacific s Bromley 


says there are three main groups 
of train riders: people crossing 
the U.S.-Mexican border illegally, 
older transients and younger 
riders, most of them with histories 
of drug abuse or crime. 

I would say the kid 
segment, those are just starting 
out, he says. T ransients all start 
out at one age or another. 

The hobo community 
probably reached its peak during 
the Great Depression. With so 
many people out of work, the rails 
offered an easy way to get from 
one potential job market to an- 
other. 

Over the years, train-hop- 
ping became perhaps one of the 
country s most celebrated illegal 
activities. Books, movies, music 
and articles have romanticized the 
freedom and rugged individual- 
ism, characterizing hobos as 
America s nomads. 

They re a surprisingly 
organized group. Older, more 
experienced hobos hold conven- 
tions. younger ones such as 
Snyder meet in places such as 
New Orleans for extended Hal- 
loween parties. But no one has a 
solid grasp on how many people 
hop trains these days. 

Nobody s done any field 
work. Everybody is just guess- 
ing, says Daniel Leen, the Se- 
attle-based author of an under- 
ground book called The Freight- 
hopper s Manual for North 
America: Hoboing in the 21st 
Century. 

Leen started hopping 
trains at 15 and used them to get 
from Seattle to Wisconsin to 
attend college. He ended up 
riding trains for about 37 years. 


He knows the train- 
hopping population is active, 
because its members communi- 
cate through the Internet, use cell 
phones and scanners, and hold 
regular gatherings. 

I see these young people 
seriously traveling all over the 
country, winter and summer, he 
says. It s kind of a young man s 
game in a way. 

Hobos have all sorts of 
rules and a lingo all their own. 
Snyder s rules include traveling 
alone - he s an airedale or an 

always-alone-rider - and avoid- 
ing cars used by others. 

While he knows there are 
dangers, Snyder says he is careful. 
For example, he contends he can 
catch a train without injury so 
long as he can make out the spin- 
ning bolts on a rolling rail-car 
wheel. 

I learned how to do it 
without getting yourself killed, 
he says. Im not really scared. I 
know I should be, but, no, I m not 
scared. I don t fall anymore when 
I jump off. I know all the rules. I 
don t break them, and I m still 
alive. 


ISA W HOW THE WORLD 
WORKS 


Snyder puts a damp rag 
over his face when traveling 
through a tunnel in an open car to 
avoid inhaling dust and smoke. 
He has lucked out and found an 
empty boxcar furnished with a 
recliner. 

I saw how the world 
works, he says. how people 
are. Life in general. How to be 


happy. 
(continued on page 13) 
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(Today s Hobos continued from page 
12) 

I learned to appreciate a bed and 
warm clothes. 

He has been arrested and 
handed trespassing citations. He 
has run into members of the 
Freight Train Riders Association - 
a group of hobos with a notorious 
and violent reputation. But 
Snyder considers these encounters 
part of the life of being a train- 
hopper. 

The benefits are seeing 
the country, seeing the world, 
says Snyder, who figures it will be 
a woman who will cause him to 
settle down, get a job and stop 
hopping trains. I don t want to 
do this all my life. I want to find 
a place I feel I can belong. 


PHOTO-AD 
MARKET PLACE 


FOR SALE; Modern machine carved 
Hobos on U.S. Indian Nickels. A, C, & D 
are $30 each, B is $25. Please add $3 for 
shipping. 30 day return priviledge. Fred 
Benson- 9862 Hawthorn Glen - Grosse 
Tle, MI. 48138 (wehaulem @aol.com) 


WANTED; Mercury Dime & Liberty 
Nickel Original hobo carvings. Roger 
Wollam - 881 N. Sundown Dr. - Otis, OR 
97368 (ullmr@wen.net) (541/994-8853) 


Okay now, you have seen 
what you are going to get in our 
Photo-Ad Market Place , where 
are your items?? 

Hey! Lets have a little 

fun with this old Hobo Post 
Card, send me your caption and 
we Il put it in Bo Tales..s.1000 


Last week | was on the floor of the 
New York Stock Exchange.......... 
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By Spike 


J. Kimzie Cowart RM-186 


The Rating of the Tramps 


1. Plinger.............. solicited alms 
at stores, offices and residences. 
2. Moocher........... accosted 
passers-by. in the street. 

3. Floppet............. squatted on 
sidewalk in business thorough- 
fares. 


4. Stiffy. simulated 
paralysis. 

5. Dummy............. pretended to 
be deaf and dumb. 

6. WILeS..... eee peddled ar- 


ticles made of stolen telegraph 
wire. 
7. Mush Faker.......} 
8. Mush Rigger.....umbrella 
mender who learned trade in 
penal institution. 

(continued on page 15) 


Hobo s story reflects an American era — 


Hundreds wait in line to buy book from Moses Lake man. 
by John Hahn staff writer for the Seattle Post-Intellegencer 
September 1999 ; 


Only mad dogs and farm- 
ing folks would stand for hours in 
this 90...-plus sun to get a new 
book signed. 

But this is no ordinary 
book, and no ordinary publication 
day. There are no lattes or iced 
coffees being sipped while the 
author reads excerpts. Monte 
Holm, an 84-and-still-kicking 
junkyard owner and co-author, is 
shaking hands, giving hugs and 


signing books in his hole-in-the- 
wall junkyard office. 

On the corner of his old 
wooden desk, a pot of hobo stew 
is cooking on the old electric hot 
plate. Some days he shares the 
concoction with Sam, his Toyota- 
size Akita dog who usually is tied 
just feet away from the antique 
floor safe given to Monte by 
Seattle banker Joshua Green. 

(continued on page 14) 
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(Hobo s story continued from page 13) 


Outside, people with 
armloads of books are talking and 
laughing as they press against the 
sun-baked concrete blockwall to 
make room for the huge Fode 
Farms onion trucks moving 
cautiously onto the truck scales. 
And business at Moses Lake Iron 
& Metal goes on as it has for 
decades. 


Only this is not one of 
your regular business days. 
Monte has been signing books 
since he opened the junkyard at 
the regular 7 a.m. This day has 
been declared Hobo Day, com- 
plete with a kid s Hobo Parade, 


i Be ceil * 


restaurants serving Hobo Stew 
and a week of book excerpts in 
the local paper. 

Once a Hobo .... by 
Holm and Dennis Clay (Proctor 
Publications, LLC, $25) is the 
straightforward and moving, early 
life story of the man everyone 
hereabouts has known as the old 
guy with the railroad locomotive. 
The big old Baldwin steam 
locomotive inside the gate on 
Broadway Avenue is Monte s 
Mon-Rad Railroad trademark, 
harking back to the days when 
Monte and thousands of other 
men rode out the Depression as 
hobos on the rails. 

That hundreds of local 
people and many from surround- 
ing counties and even Puget 
Sound waited in line with mul- 
tiple copies of the book is a 
tribute to the old guy who for 
years has worked hard in - and for 
- his adopted community. 

Generations here also 
know him as the man in the hat 
and old sweater with pockets full 
of candy and coins. He never 
greets a friend or customer with- 
out offering a fistful of Werther s 
candy from his sweater pocket. 
My son still has the silver dollar 
age» Monte gave 

him years 
ago, when 
we toured 
Monte s 
j iy House of 
+. Poverty 
Museum - 
his intrigu 
ing collect- 
ion of an- 
= tiques, rail- 
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way cars and classic collectibles. 

At the storefront Moses 
Lake Museum and Art Center 
downtown, native sons and 
newspaper columnist Dennis Clay 
also is signing hundreds of copies 
of the book he and Monte pro- 
duced. Between them, they 
signed at least 1,000 copies last 
Saturday. 

Once a Hobo was two 
years in the writing - and decades 
in the making, if you count the 
little pieces of paper on which 
Monte scribbled journal notes as 
he bummed around the country or 
hearded sheep in Montana. That 
old steam locomotive and the 
other rail cars, the 1917 Mitchell 
car and the old sheepherder s 
wagon are testament to Monte s 
hard-scratch but colorful past. 
Owning a railroad instead of 
getting beat up and tossed off 
someone else s is important to 
Monte, as witness the 

IOWNARR vanity plates on his 
87 Chevy El Camino. 

He wanted to write the 
book, he told me, so that my 
grandchildren and great-grand- 
children (he and wife Ruth have 
two of each) would know a little 
something about my life. 

Once a Hobo is a little 
something about a whole era in 
American history. A personal 
story about a Lutheran minister s 
13-year-old son forced to leave 
home during the Depression. A 
story that includes brutal, cave- 
man style murders and men 
frozen to death atop box cars or 
tossed to their deaths from mov- 
ing trains by strong-arm hobos or 
Neanderthal 

(continued on page 15) 
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(Hobo s story continued from page 14) 


railroad bulls. 

Monte s story holds 
poignant passages of pain and 
kindnesses, about how he and 
thousands like him hop-scotched 
across the country looking for 
whatever jobs might keep them 
alive. A hobo, according to 
Monte, is someone who asks if he 
can do some work in exchange for 
a meal or minimal lodging or 
some other necessity. A bum is 
someone who simple asks for a 
handout. 

The book-toting line 
outside Monte s junkyard office 
was a Norman Rockwell cross- 
section of farming and working 
people, men, women and children 
in tow, straw cowboy hats and 
baseball caps, blue jeans, scuffed 
boots and new white Reeboks. 

The evening before, 
Monte confessed that it s all a bit 
much and said he wasn t going 
to be downtown for the book- 
signing and other festivities. 

Gonna be right here, where I 
always am, opening up at 7, he 
said, adding in typical Holm-ese: 
I only stay open half a day on 
Saturdays because that way I only 
lose half as much as I would if we 
were open all day! 

This is where Monte hopes 
to be when the Good Lord calls 
me, he said. Idon t plan ever to 
retire because the Good Lord 
figured it for you to work till you 
die, and that s just what I plan to 
do. And that included opening 
the junkyard on Broadway the 
same as he s done six days each 
week for decades. On Sundays, 
Monte usually drives to his office 
to handle corespondence and take 


visitors through his museum. But 
he Il often-times drop whatever 
he s doing during the week to give 
personal tours. So this special 
weekend day wouldn t be much 
different, he figured. 

Besides, he said, Den- 
nis (Clay) can handle the stuff 
downtown; I m gonna sit right 
here, where I feel right at home. 
Gonna have my lunch sack with 
me and maybe sign a few books. 

Dennis hosted a Friends of 
Monte breakfast the next morning 
and officiated at book-dedication 
ceremonies downtown. But Grant 
County folks start their days long 
before sunup, and they knew 
where to find Monte. 

They were waiting here 
with books to be signed when I 
opened up at 7 a.m., he said, 
somewhat embarassed. When the 
stream of well-wishers and old 
friends and customers got larger. 
Sam the dog was tied to a bench 
vise in the back shop to make 
room in the tiny office. Karen 
Rimple, Monte and Ruth s daugh- 
ter, stood at his side all day to 
help. But mostly to keep an eye 
on how her father would hold up 
during the book-signing marathon 
that went late into the afternoon. 

To most of the How are 
you s? Monte responded with his 
trademark, Never had a bad day 
in my life! anda smile. Some 
old acquaintances or friends who 
had moved away years ago may 
have had to prompt him a bit. His 
clear blue eyes seemed to narrow 
as he scanned their faces awhile, 
then widened with a big smile as 
he d stand up and extend a hand 
or a hug. 

Monte was still selling 
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and signing books as the sun 
started easing on down toward 
George, Washington, to the west. 
No telling how much money he 
lost by staying open more than a 
half-a-day.......... 


Editors Note; this article went 
on to say that you could order 
books at The House of Poverty 
Museum and Moses Lake Iron & 
Metal, P.O.Box 448, Moses Lake, 
WA, 98837. ...sccesees Keep it in 
mind that this article was writ- 
ten in 1999. Since I live here in 
the Northwest and not really to 
far from Moses Lake Washing- 
ton, I AM going to go up there 
and I will have a re-port for you 
in the near future. 


(The Rating of the Tramps continued 
Jrom page 13) 


9. Wangy........ disguised beg- 
ging by selling shoestrings. 

10. Stickers........ disguised beg- 
ging by selling court plaster. 
11. Timbers........ disguised beg- 


ging by selling pencils. 

12. Sticks............ train rider who 
lost a leg. 

TSE POS. cncacsieets train rider who 
lost a foot. 


14. Fingy or Fingers...train rider 
who lost one or more fingers. 


15. Blinky........... train rider who 
lost one or both eyes. 

16. Wingy........... train rider who 
lost one or both arms. 

17. Mitts... train rider who 
lost one or both hands. 

18. Righty........... train rider who 
lost right arm and leg. 

EO LE essessoevess train rider who 


lost left arm and leg. 
(to be continued in a later issue) 
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Your Editor 


Here we are with our third 
issue of Bo Tales and I don t 
know about you, but I am really 
looking forward to this year s 
catalog, coming up in December. 


Have you ordered your 
guidebook yet? It retails for 
$30.00 plus $2.50 shipping (add 
$2.48 for sales tax in California). 
Add another $2.00 for Priority 
Mail, if desired. OHNS members 
save $5.00 ($27.50 postpaid plus 
$2.06 tax in California). Mail 
your Guidebook orders to: 
Stephen P. Alpert, P.O. 0Box 
66331, Los Angeles, CA. 90066. 
Make your check/money order out 


to: Stephen P. Alpert. 


What about your 2002 
OHNS Hobo Tenth Anniversary 
Tokens? Have you ordered those? 
This will be the last regular issue 
of Bo Tales that will be reminding 
you. I do not know at this time if 
you will be able to get any at the 
January meeting or not. I would 
say no, because they are being 
struck per order. They are being 
struck in copper, silver and 22k 


gold. The copper tokens are $10 
each, the silver tokens are $20 
each, and the gold token is $175, 
or you can purchase the 3pc set 
for $200. Postage, shipping and 
insurance is extra, $1 on orders of 
$20 or less, $2 on orders up to 
$50, $3 on orders up to $100, and 
$4 for orders up to $200. The 
gold strikes are being made to 
order, so there may be a delay in 
delivery. All hobo tokens are 
nickel size and thickness. 

Make your orders out to: 
Fred Benson, OHNS Sales, 9862 


Hawthorn Glen, Grosse Isle, MI. 
48138. Make your check/money 
orders out to: OHNS. 

And you can get a holder 
that is 2 1/2 x 4 white plastic for 
your tokens. It can be ordered 
with one, two or three openings. 


The cost to members is 
only $11.00 ($10 + $1 postage). 
Just make sure that you indicate 
how many openings and what 

flavor of the coins to go in it 
(copper, silver or gold). 

Send your orders to: 
Bill Fivaz, P.O.Box 888660, 
Dunwoody, GA. 30356-0660. 
You should make out your check/ 
money order out to: Bill Fivaz. 


eae 


What about the minature 
Buff s? Have you gotten any of 
them? They are only 50 cents 
apiece. Fred also still has some 
2001, 2002 Hobo Tokens and 
some Miniature Tokens left. The 
regular tokens are $20 each or two 
for $35. If you want them insur- 
ed, you will need to add $1.10 for 
the first $100 and 50 cents for 
each $50 after that. 

He also has several back 
issues of Bo Tales and the Auction 
Catalogs available. You might 
check the Spring issue for a list. 
Send your orders to: Fred Benson 
9862 Hawthorn Glen, Grosse Ile 
MI 48138 and make your check/ 
money order out to: OHNS 

Check out our membership 
application form for all the new 
members since the last issue of Bo 
Tales. 

Send in those articles, and 
many thanks to those that have..... 


THE ORIGINAL 
HOBO NICKEL SOCIETY, INC. 


The OHNS is a nonprofit organization, incorporated in the State of Florida, 
and is dedicated to the study and appreciation of Hobo Nickels and related 
carved coins. 


APPLICATION 


Please enroll/renew me as a member in the Original Hobo Nickel Society, Inc., 
as indicated. 


[ ] 1 Year @ $15.00 [ ] 3 years @ $42.00 [ ] 5 Years @ $65.00 

[ ] Life Membership @ $250.00 [ ] Youth (under 19) @ $7.50 per year [ ] Associate @ $7.50 per year 
[ ] Renew my membership, my number is: : (shares all mailings) 

[ ] Please send me a Submission Form for the Hobo Nickel Examination. 

[ ] Iam enclosing a donation of $_ for the OHNS Scholarship Program. 

Printed Name: Moniker (nickname): 

Address: City: State: Zip: 


I agree to abide by the Society s Code of Ethics. 


Signature: Sponsor: 


Make checks payable to: The Original Hobo Nickel Society 
and mail to: OHNS, 12000 Sunset Ridge, Ozawkie, KS. 66070-6045 


NEW Membew 


RM-677 Sue White - Ak RM-684 Donald R. Anderson - OH 
RM-678 Maurice L. Springer - WI RM-685 Jerry Stubblefield - MS 
RM-679 David Griesinger - TN RM-686 R. Owen Covert - VT 
RM-680 Joseph Shuryan - CA RM-687 Milana K. Bizic - PA 
RM-681 Jon Carlson - CA RM-688 Larry L. Hower - KS 
RM-682 John Carter - MD RM-689 Jim Haugen - ID 

RM-683 Emory Robinson = FL RM-690 Rebecca Pope - AR 


We all at OHNS are glad you caught a ride and welcome you to the most interesting organization in 
the world 


THE ORIGINAL 
HOBO NICKEL SOCIETY, INC. 


OHNS HOBO NICKEL QUALITY 
DESIGNATION SERVICE SUBMISSION FORM 


This service for hobo nickels and hobo carvings is provided for members and nonmembers of 
OHNS. It is an independent opinion of the quality of carvings on US coins. All submissions are reviewed 
by two examiners, and each will receive a report form with a description of the carving, the quality grade, 
the carving technique, data on the host coin, the name of the probable artist, additional comments (such as if 
original or modern), and a photo. Originals, of the report and photograph, will be returned along with the 
coin to the owner and copies will be kept by (1) the examiner and (2) in the OHNS archives. 

The cost is $15.00 per coin for members, $25.00 for nonmembers. There is a reduced rate for bulk 
submissions for members only. Each coin must be accompanied by a submission form, along with a check 
made out to; Orignal Hobo Nickel Society, and mailed, insured or registered, to one of the addresses on 
this submission form. 

Each January at the FUN Convention in Orlando, Florida, the OHNS holds an auction of hobo 
nickels and related items for its members. Proceeds are use to generate scholarships for YN s and OHNS 
members to attend the annual ANA Summer Conference held each July in Colorado Springs, Colorado. 

Members may consign OHNS authenticated or examined specimens. The consigment fee is 5% and 
the buyer s fee is 10% of the hammer price. Consigned specimens will be published in the Offical Auction 
Catalog and distributed each winter before the FUN Convention. 


Submit to: Bill Fivaz Steve Alpert 
P.O.Box 888660 P.O.Box 66331 
Dunwoody, GA. 30356-0660 Los Angeles, CA. 90066-0331 
Owner s Printed Name: OHNS Membership# 
Address: City State Zip 


Owner s value of coin (this information is necessary for insurance purposes): $ 


Members submit: $15.00 per coin or ten (10) or more coins - $12.50 per coin. 
Non Members submit: $25.00 per coin. All fees include first class postage and $100 insurance per coin. 


For ADDITIONAL INSURANCE and/or REGISTERED MAIL, please enclose an additonal $5.00 per coin. 
The submitter understands that the opinions rendered are strictly that, opinions, and are not a guarantee that 
the item(s) are genuine. It is however, the best considered judgement by qualified specialists in the area, 


but others may reach different conclusions. 


[ ] l authorize OHNS to use a photgraph of this coin. [ ] I authorize OHNS to use my name (not address). 


Signature of Submitter Date Submitted 


